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CHAPTER XXIV.—Continued,

Another hatlet, deliberately almed,
chipped the rock above him,
sgoniging in her suspensge, eried out
she must join him and go with him
He steadisd her with a

viclously lose
Tpuin spoke slowly: “Give me your
Without torning his head, he
held put his hand, keeping his eyes
rigitly on the suspicious spot on the
“"How far Is It to that road,

looked toward
thut lay ln the deep shadows below,
“Three hundred yards”

“Nan, If it wasn't for you, 1 couldn't
travel this country at

“Last thioe I had no simmnnition—thls
oo rifle—you glways have what's
How high ure we, Nan®
“Seven hundred feet.”

“Remember the wind,” she faltered,

» sipht 28 he had asked

i thy burnished we

sturted.”
yet with the ralndrops,

Iirowing his rille to his shoul- |
der, De Spain covered n hardly per-

cepittble black object on the teadl mid- all we want to know."

“Henry's orders were (o wait here | hand quickly.
11 ten o'cloek this morning, There's claimed, leaning forward to
his words and adding the full o
o'clock lust night. He told me to pay | his eve to his sincerity of m '_
| o attention to that. But If the whole
place hadn't been under water all friendly,
| night, I'd have gone in, unyway, This | as if in apology, “If Henry
| last time it was two high-powered | turn up 0. K., we'll—ahemn
None of his companlons ne
told how to get prudently a
nod from Lefever Tommie ]
Wickwire whee
horses, rode rapidly back t
near the hill and, facing abouky
—we've got to fight for it. And if|with thelr rifies across thelr g ' 15
fever and Kennedy followed
“You esn do It," grunted Elpase. und the party withdrew lenvig
“Thank you, Frank. And I will do It. | lee, unmoved, In the Bunn
Once out of sight, Lefever |
rapidly . dowi the -
dezvous.
Of all the confused (myp
erowded Nan's metory &
night on Music mountaln,
vivid was that of a noticeably |
stepping and not ungraceful f
gun's place, The condition of the trail advancing, hat In hand, to geeet
she stood with e Rpain, we
bedrnggled In the aspen grove.
A smlle flumed from her eyes
turning at once, he rebuked De |
with dignity for not introducingibim
to Nun, und while De Spain made
Half-way to Duke's house they found ogles Lefever Introduced himselfs
“And is this," murmured Nau,’
ing ut him quizzically, “really Mre,
Lefever
ge un the valley, Swimming their | storios about?"

ranch-hoyse |
u fittie bridee.  Then he fired be- |
twice, three 1i||il'.~'|
hig hond fell and rose shnrply on the
lever, with every mark of precision,
yel 20 rapldly Nun could not unde
etnnd bow he could dizeove
shots were doing,

Thie fire came steadily back, and de- |
Hberately, without the lenst Indmation |
of being affected by De Spain's return,
She had never before seen o
slivoting to kill snother, The wryi
horror of watching De Spain, st bay
utiong the rocks, fuscinated her, Since
the first day they had met she had
hardly seen a rifle In his hands. She
The butt of the heat-
ing rifle Iny close agninst the red-
murked cheek she knew so well “and
te the tps of the fingers every par-
ticie of the man's being was alive
with strength and
strunge fuscination drew her penses
out toward bim as he knelt and threw
shot after shot at the distant figure
bidden on the ridge.
clasped  her
toward him in an
Then, whille she looked, breathlessly.
he took his eyes an instant from the
“He's ranning !
Spain as the rifle butt went Instantly
huck to hig cleek.
Lol lielp him pow 1*

| got hurt. It's all a guess—hut I'm go-

struve (o look,

| Elpasn from riding ahead far enough

exclaimed De | himself should eoine up,

“Whoever he is,

He had | go5Hon, thiey cresscd over to follow the
driven his enewy from the scant cover | 7
of a rut in the trall, and the mun was |
flocing for new ecover and for life. | #7e0 the depression to the south, they
eseaping wretrh Sutidenly e Spaln
Jerked the rifle frow Lis cheek, threw | 271
back his head, and swopt his left hand | PO
neross his strofding eyes,
: came up to place and flame | 'DE :
stiol again (y the gray morning light | 100 of the ranch-louse, which lay un-
rill‘ bot muzzie, The rifle fell der the hrow of & hill "h"'ud'
wway from the shoulder,
speck running townrd the runchhouse
stumbled, as if stricken by an ax, and
spiraviled headlong on the trall, Throw-
the lever again like lghtning
in held the rifle baek to his cheek
Second nfter sec-
ol lie waited. Nap witched the rifie | of him, Lefever got off his horse and,
slowly come down, unfired, and saw | bending intently over the sudden page
his drawa face slowly relax. Without [torn out of a man's life, recast the
sprawling | #cene that hod taken place, where he
As If | staod, kolf un hour earller. Some littie
in « dream she saw his hond streiehed | time Lefover spent patiently decipher-
toward her aod heard, ns he logked | ing the story printed in the rutted rond.
across the fur guif, one word : *Come ! | and marked by a wide erimson splash

They reached the end of the trall.

e the house—and, In the Judgmnent of
! -

: il not fire,

his eyes off
sk, e rose stiflly to his feet.

sunshlne lay
CHAPTER XXV.

Lefever to the Kescua,
E#fever, chifiog in the sspen grove | tered Lipnso, when Lefever refoined
esiraint of wualting in the | hiy companions, “be won't care whether
storm, was resdy long before duylight
and ride in to find

=4

to break orders

With the first peep of dawn, snd
with his men faciog him in thelr gad
dies, Lefever made n ghort explunation.

“Ldon't want sny man to go into the
gap with me this moroiog under uny
or any false pre

i} Henry's hair, and thereby, not Henry's
mixunderstugling

Scott and Bull will stay right bere, If,
by uny chance, De Spain makes his
wany out while the rest of us nre huat-
ing for him, yow'll be here to sigaal us
~—three shots, Dob—or
De Spaln to heip carry the rest of us
out. Now, it's like this,” he added, ad-

dressing the others.

“You, all ef you

L T A [ |7

know, or ommt to

'twixt here snd the raliroad knows—

that De Spain and Nan Morgan have
fastened 1p to each other for the
ride down the dusty trail together,
That, I take it, Is their business. But
| her uncle, old Duke, and Gale, and the
whole bunch, I henr,turned desd sore
on It, and have fixed it up to beat them,
You all know the Morgans. They're
some bunch—and they stick for one
another like hornets, and all hold to-
gether in n fight. 8o I don't want any

man to ride in there with me thinking |

“threw some ounces of ;
plece of rock back there,
don’t understand how anyon
a man lying behind it
“Anyway, whoever was b
heen eagried down the
try Sussoon’s ranch-house i
fire on us before we get the
In the sanshine a man
sleeves, leaning agninst the
in the open doorway of
shnck, watching the Invad
rode around the hill
proached. Lefever recognized .
gan, He flung a

he's going to & wedding. He isn't. He
mity or may not be going to a funeral,
{ but he's not going to a ghivaree”
Frank Elpaso glaneed sourly at his
| companions, “I guess everybody here
is wise, John."

“l know you are, Frank,” retorted
Lefever testily; “that's all right. I'm
only explaining. And I don't want you
to get sore on me it I don't show you
a fght” Frank Eipaso gvunted., *I
am under orders.” John wuved his
hand. “And I can't do anything—"

“But tulk,” growled Frank Elpaso,
not waving his hand,

Lefever started hotly forward in his
suddle, “Now look here, Frank.," He
pointed his finger at the objecting
ranger, “I'm here for business, pot for
pleasure. Any thire I'm free you can
talk to me—"

“Not till somebody gags you, John”
Interposed Elpaso moodily.

“Look here, Elpaso,” demanded Le-
fever, spurring his horse smartly to-
wird the Texan, “are you looking for a
| fight with me right here and now "

“Yes, here and now,” declared El-
pso fiercely,

“Or, there anmd then,” interposed
Kennedy, ironically, “some time, some-
where, or no time, nowhere, Having
heard all of which, a hundred and fifty
tirnes from you two fellows, let us have

Lefever, “but—"

here; what are we going to do? That's

heen firing inside twice since twelve

guns, pleking at long range and, if 'm
uny Judge of rifles and the men prob-
ably behind them, someone must have

ing In there, peaceably If I can, to look
for Henry de Spaln; If we are fired on

there's any talking to be done—"

I need not say that Kennedy will ride
anhead with me, Elpuso and Wickwire
with Tommie Meggeson.”

Leaving Beott in the trees, the little
party trotted smaortly up the road,
picking thelr way through the pools
and across the brawling streams that
tore over the trall toward Duke Mors

broke thelr formation continually and
Lefever, In the circumstances, was not
sorty, His only anxicty was to keep

to embiroil them in a quarrel before he

i small bridge had goue out, It eut off
|!!.—- direct rond, and, at Elpaso’s sug-

horses through the backwater that cov- |

wuinen the elevation sod proceeded,
nunmolested, on thele way.  As thoy
aclied Sassoon's place, Eipnso,

tifeendd, dlrew up his horse gl sat

(1 moment. studyiog the teail and cast- | g

an accasionn! glanee in the direc

When Lefever rode up to him, he
aw the story that Elpaso was ceading
in the roadway. It told of a mnn shot
in his trocks ns he was running toward

these men, fatally shot—for, while his
cvmipurions spread Hke a fan in front

trall of the running feet thut kad been

| strafghtened up and looked searching-
Iy ueross the gap. Only the great,
silent fuce of Kl Capltan confronted
him. 1t {old no tales,

"It this was Henry d» Spain,” mut-

you join himm now, or at ten o'clock, or
never,”

i forty rows of upple trees. It's not
Henty's gun, not Ienry's heels, not

[ head that was hit that time. Bot it
wis to a finisb—and blamed if at 1ret

for yourselves, boyn"

fignting with?"

not with Henry de Spain, because the

if you want to split &
if you want to split
ever seen him

-

Sart answered in kin
the horsemen with W
drew up, and he seemed to I

tion and Batterlee gave

“Can't tell us anything q
Spaln, eh?" echoed Lefever
“All right, Satt, we'll find z

Duke’s on this trafl?"
Batt's nose wrinkled into:
“There's & bridge—"*
port of three shots fired in th
seemingly from. the mouth o
interrupted hin.
terance,
pence. You've pulled It so often, over [ and he resumed:
“Jat Sleepy Cat, they've got It in double:
she: | g o, red-senl records. Let's get | st night.
and Gale are over there, Th
“Right you are, Furrell,” assented | sore on your man De Spain, ¥
ter keep away from ‘em
“Second verse, Juhn. You're® hoss | unless you're looking for trowuble
Lefever, having all needed

tion from Seott's signal,

smile.

“Thure 8 8%
that way, yes, but It was

“Not at all

ut all, Satt.
But," he ecoag

lpnso und

I :.y _

e wus consclous of his pl 2
e¥es and even teeth us he smiled

“II they have come from M. de 8
—IL wurn you,” suld John, “lake’ e
with all resorye”

“But they haven't all come

come from any -
friends, diseredit them in advan
could believe what my encmies 8 /
fun on; then added ingenuously, ¥
had any enemips!" i
tulked very little,
but few words to exchange the g
Lefever asked gingerly about the
He mude no mention whatever o
orimson pool In the road '
soou's hat,

CHAPTER XXVI,
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Puppets of Fate.
When Non rode with De 8
Sleepy Cat that morning,
tilready told their story te

In the middle of it. H2 rose from his | the telephone from L!nlam
De Spaln, rifle in hnud, looked back. | study at length and follows] back the

The sun, bursting in splendor geros
tha great desert, splashed

Jeffries had thrown open Herd
receive
tricken at the pool. He stooped It | confusion und hunger, Nan
nud the low-iying ridge with ribhoned | front of g fragment of rock Jutting g
Farther up the gap horsemen, | leside the road, studied it o while and,
gtitrad by the firing, were riding rap- | looklng about, pleked up & number of
Sassoon's ranch- | emply enrtridge-shells, examined them,
in the [and  fossod them away, Then he

too grateful for a refuge. Y.
Om the eveding of the secord da
Spaln w43 luyited to joln the fan
In the evening the
went down town, L
De Spuin wus talizg with'
the living roomn when the telsoh
rung In the library,
De Spaln took the eall, and
volee nnswered his sslutatie
spesker waked for Mr, 'de
seetned pavticalar to, make
identity.

supper,

“ropested De Bpain
“That Is not Renry,” wsserted Le- once, aml somewhat testily,
fever with his usual eheer. “Not with- | de HSpain speaking.”
“I'd like to have a little

you, Mr. de Spain” :
“Who are you?*
The vein of sharpness in
tion met with no deviation. £rg

It dide’t ceare me. T thought it might | slow, even tone of the voloe
be Henry. FHang it, get down and see | other end of the wire, I am |
f position to give you Ty name
Eipuso nnswered his invitation witl | (he
on ingulry, “Who was thig fellow | wire”

1
| =Mhe only Job T conl

“nt least, not

A vague impression s
“T'hat, alsq, 18 a question. Certalnly | De Spain's mind that s

had heard the voica befd

other fellow, I thiok, was using soft-

“Io you suppase [ could

&R e T L S e,

— e ————a e

“What I have is more important to
you than to me .

De Spain took an instant to decide,
“All right,” he said lmpatiently ; “come
along. Only—"-he paused to let the
word sink in, “—if this is n game you're

T 1

springing—" - .. '
“I'm springing no game” returned
the man evenly. )
“Come along, then, T tell you just
how tv get here, Do you hear?”

“I'm listeping.”

“Leave Main street at Rancherio
street. Follow Rencherlo north four
blocks, turn west Inte Qrant avenue.
Mr. Jeoffries' house Is on the corner,

“I'l find it e
“Don't come any other way, If you

do, you won't see me.”

“I'm not afraid of you, Mr. de Spain,

and I'll come as you sy, There's only
one thing I should like to dsk. It would
be as much as my life is worth to be
seen talking to you. And there are
other good rensons why I shouldn't
like to have It known I had talked to
you. Would you mind putting out the
lights before I come u>—I mean, in the
front of the house sud In the room
where we talk ¥ :

“Not in the least. I mean~d am ak |
ways willing to take a chance against
any other man's, But | warn you,
come prepared to take care of your-
self.”

“If you will do a& I ask, no harm

will come to anyone.”

De Spain heard the receiver hung

up at the other end of the wire. He
signuled the operator hastily and got
hold of Bob Scott, To him hé explained
rapldly what had oceurred, and what
he wanted. “CGet up to Grant and Ran-
cherio, Bob, as quick as the Lord will
let you. Come by the back streets.
Ther 's a high mulberry hedge at the
southwest corner you can get behind.
This chap may have bevn talking for
somebody elsé. Anyway, look the man
over when he posses under the are
light, If it is Sassoon or Gale Morgan,
c¢ome Into Jeffries' house by the rear
door, Wait in the kitchen for my ecall
from the living room, or a shot, I'll
arrange for your getting In."

Leaving the telephone, De Spain re-

Jolned Nan In the living room, IHe told
her briefly of the expected visit and
expluined, laughingly, that his euller
had asked to have the lights out and to
see him alone, He made so little of
the ineident that Nan walked up the
Stairs on De Spain's arm reassured,
When he kigsed her at her room door
and turned down the stairs agaln, she
leaned in the half-light over the banis-
ter, waving one hand ot him and mur
muring the last eqution: “Be eareful,
Henry, won't you?t"

“Dearle, I'm always careful.”
“’Cause you're nll Ive got now,” she

e b e gt Youm, gl
haven't got nny home—or any-

thing—just you, Don't go to the door
yourself, Leave the front door open,
Stand behind the eud of the plano till
you are awfully sure who It (8"

“What & head, Nan 1"
De Spain cut off the lights, threw

open the front door, and in the dark-
ness gut down on the plano stool. A
heavy step on the porch, a little while
later, was followed by a kooek on the
open door,

“Come in 1™ ealled Do Spain roughty,

The bulk of a lurge man filled and ob-
scured for un instant the openlng.
then the visitor stepped carefully over
the threshold. “What do you want?t”
asked De Spain withont changing his
tone. He awalted witl keennesa the
'}sound of the answer,

“Is Henry de Spain hare?'
The volee wus not fumolliar to De

| Spain's ear, He told himself the mun
fwas unknown to him, “I am Henry
de Spain" he returned without hesita-
ton. “What do yvou want

The visltor's deliberation wus reflect-

ed In his measured gpeaking. “I am
| from Thief River," he began, and his
| reverberaling voice was low and dis-
dtinet. “T was sent in 1o Morgan's gap
some time ngo to find out who burned
the Calubasas harn."

_ “And you report to—9"

edy.”

" De Spain puused. A frésh convie-

m bad flashed across his mind. “You

~ jealled me up on the telephone one night
8st week,” he mald suddenly,

~The pnswer came without evason.

| “I did.”

“You gnve me n message from Nan

Morgan that she never guye you.”

“I did. 1 thought she needed you

pight off. She dlduw't know me das 1
rightly am. I knew what was going on
1 rode into town that evenlng and rode
out aguln. It was not my business, and
..f couldn't let It Interfere with the husi-

p8s I'm pald to look after, That’s the
n I dodged you
“There Is a chale at the left of the

J_Por; it down. What's your names”
The man feeling around slowly, de-

Bited his augular bulk with care up-

0 the little ehulr. “My nume"—in the
seaess of the dark the words
d to carry added mystery—"jg
L

o]

= “\ro""ﬁ got a t‘l"u(l.ml‘-—.[r)g Parda-

suggested De Spain to trap him,
“No, I've got no brother, I am just
aln Jim Pardaloe”

what vou havi got to say,

i get in the gap
with old. Duke Morgan—T've heen
tng for him, off nng on, and spend-
the rest of my time wity Gale and
p Sassoor. There were three men
A the barn-burning, Dgye Sussoon
at upthe job."
3 “ls Dave Rassoon now

'. ‘men were silent for n moment,

Ly morning's Sght" agkeq
‘reluctantly,
W

'body could call It my fault. It was

toid me once that your father was shot
from ambush u good many yeurs ago.
It was north of Medicine Bend, on a,
runch near the Pence river; that you
never found out who killed him, and
that one reason why you came up into
this conntry was to keep an eye out for
o clue”

his tone hardening.

a month ago from Calabasss with Sas
soon, He'd been drinking. I let him
do the talking, He began cusslog you
out, and talked pretty hard about what
you'd done, and what he'd done, and
what he was going to do—" Nothing, |
It seemed, would hurry the story.
“Fioally, Sassoon says: “That hound
don’t know yet who got his dad. It| -
was Duke Morgan ; that's who got him.'
¥ was with Duke when he turned the
trick,. We rode down to De Spaln's
ranch sae pight to loek up a rustier.!
That,"” concluded Pardaloe, “was all
Bazsoon would pay.”

There was no word of nnswet, none of
comment from the man sitting neat
him. But, for one, at least, who hearg
o mmw

he sald finally. “Now that Sassoon wil

harsh, as If with what he had heard he
had suddenly grown old.

face of his ominous silence, to despalr,
Her breath, no longer controlled, cam s
brokenly, and her volee trembled.

ever known that always, everywh
thought of me first, 1 told 1
degerve It, I wasn't worthy of ft—"

bands, He gathered her close Into

arios, and Lis teascs foll on far
Wraed foee - - b <

and watched the fower end of the gap
all night. Sassoon was » wide-awnke
man."” geir T R e

“Well, I'm sorry, Pardaloe,” con-
tinued De Spain after n moment. “No-

elther he or I—or the life of a woman

who never harmed o hair of his head, |

and 1 woman I'm bound to protect. He
was running when he was hit. he
had got to cover again there was noth-
ing to stop him from picking both of
us e‘.n‘

“He was hit in fl.e head.”

De Bpain was silent. .
“It was a soft-nose bullet,” contl
m.;mpmn o Tl tell

was u pruse.  “I'll te
you about that, too, Parduloe,” De|

Spain went on collectedly, “I lost my
rifle before that man opened fire on
us. Nan bappened to have her rifle
with her—if she hadn't, he'd ‘ve
dropped one or both of us off El Capi-
tan, We were pinned against the wall
like a couple of targets, If there were
soft-nose bullets In her rifle it's be-
cause ghe uscs them on gnme—bobeats
and mountain lons. 1 never thought

of it il this minute, That |8 It.” :
“What I came up to tell you has to |

do with Dave Sassoon. From what
happened today ko the gap I thought
you ought to know it sow. Gale and
Duke quarreled yesterday over the way.
things turned out; they were pretty
bitter. This afterncon Gale took it up
aguin with his, uncle, and it ended in
Duke's driving him clean out ef the
“p‘"

“Where has he gonet” {
“Nobody knows yet. Ed Wickwire

“What about It?" asked De Spain, |

“T was rlding home one night sbout

I Caphan?’ TANEE
“He saw » iré on Music mountain

L
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He stopped. He seemed to walt Beggar Discloses Earller  Calling:

o murder of the long ago, these fol
lowed & silence a8 relentless a3 Cupe

e ML TE LA,
a ellence shrouded In the mystery of wer: many « s who
the darkness and striking despalr fute | PIM daily and merchanty ladea wi

two bhearts—a sllence wore fearful
than any word,

Pardsloe shuffled his feet.  Hs
conghed; but he evoked no response, "}
thought you was eftitled to know,"

never tnlk any more.”

De Spain molstened his lps. Wher
he spoke his volce was eracked am

“You are right, Pardaloe. I thuni
you. l—when I—in the morning, Par
daloe, for the prescnt, go back to th
gep. I will talk with Wickwirp—-to
morrow.” '

"Good vlght, Mr. de Spain.”

“Good mght, Pardaloe,”

Bending forward, }imp, in his chidr
supporting his hend vaeantly on hi
hands, trying to think and fearing
think, De Spaln beard Pardaloe's meass
ured tread on the descending steps,
und listencd mechanically to the re
trediting echioes of his footsteps down
the shaded sireet, Minute after min-
ute pussed. De Spain made no move.
A step so light that it could only have
been the step of a dellcate girthood, &
step free as the footfull of youth,
poised us the tread of womanhood and
beauty, eame down the stuirs. Slight
88 she way, and silent as he was, ghe
walked straight to him in the dark-
ness, and, sinking between his feet,
wonnd her hands through hls two
arms. “I heard everything, Henry,”
she murmured, looking up. An Invol
untary start of protest was his only
response.  “I was afrald of a plot
ngalnst you, 1 stayed at the head of
the stalra, Henry, 1 told you long ago
some dreadful thing would ecome be-
tween us—something not our fanle
And now It comes to dash our cup of
happiness when it is filling.”

She stopped, hoping terhnps he
would say some little word, that he
would even pat her head, or press her
hund, but he sat like one stunned. “If
it could have been anything but thig”
the plended, low and sorrowtully, “Oh,
why did yon not listen to ma before
we were engulfed! My dear Henry 1
You who've given me all the happinesa
I have ever had—that the blood of my
own should come against you and
yonrg!"  The emotion she slrouggled
with, and fought back wifh all thi
gtrength of her nature, rose in a re
sistless tide that swept her on, in the

“You have been very kind to me,
Henry—you've been the only man I've

you I dide’y
His hands slipped silently over s

(TO BE CONTLaUEDY

hich Made 1t Impossible for
i Eler 1o Work AGsn

341

potatoes going their way to the
markets to barter, but they gave
little heed and few alms, Ll

Cometh a day when a aft dame
paused to give him her pity, to spenil”
a moment and pay-him her regurds,
but to give him of colns and of pleces
of gold not any.

And she inquired of him, saying, Lo,
thon art in rogs and the blight of sloth
Is upon thee, 'Thou takest little pains
with thy personal appearance gnd thou
urt lazy ns no man was ever lazy bes
fore. Hust It ever been thus with
thee o how didst thon come to such?

Aund he made apswer, 1 once had #
city politieal job and T've never been
able to go back fo work since [—Roy
K. Moulton ln Topeka State Journal,

silks and spices and fresh eggy

it

The Other Goose.

The small girl stood outside the mu-
nition works at closing time, Present-
ly she espled one of her father's work-
mates and approached him,

“Please, Mr. Jounes, mother says will
you give this label to father when you
se¢ him? He's won a googe at lhe
raffie at the Ruke and Raspberry.”

“Rgiht you are, missie! But he
won't want & Iabel ; he's golng to feteh
it from the Rake and Raspherry and
¢arry it home tonight.” .

“Yes, 1 know, That's why mother's
sent this addressed label, It aln'l for
the goose; It's to put on father!'

The quiet wedding may be the calm
hefore the storm. é

Yon moy have notleed that foolish
people are always happy.
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